RACE          WON          BY          DEFAULT

" He said, next time he wanted a message delivered
quickly he'd employ a Don R.'J

" Meaning you, I suppose," sneered Eddie.

Exchanging similar pleasantries, they gradually
climbed from the beach to the dunes. By a sort of
instinct their footsteps were drawn to one of those
tracts close to Malo-les-Bains that had become grave-
yards for all the miscellaneous types of army vehicles
wrecked and abandoned by the units of the B.E.F.
as their retreat came to a termination on the beach.
Around this doleful morgue prowled motor-mechanics
and driver-mechanics of artillery, tank and infantry
regiments, busy examining the different vehicles with
a professional interest to discover how they had been
put out of action, A ruling passion takes a lot of
suppressing, even when it is no more violent than a
slavish devotion to carburettors and sparking plugs.
So it was with these specialists. Bereft of their
beloved machines they felt at a loose end. Such
was their hunger for the companionship of the internal
combustion engine that even the constant threat of
the German bombers could not prevent them from
gratifying it. In these stark cemeteries of dismantled
trucks and lorries they became happy again. Their
boredom vanished. They spent long hours tinkering
about with bits and pieces of broken machinery,
patching up something here, something there, trans-
ferring unbroken parts from one engine to another
that had need of them, until at last they had com-
pleted a repair, and put a battered wreck in working
order again. The crowning moment came when they
pressed the self-starter and heard the engine throb.
Then, having indulged in a minute or two of pardon-
able pride in their own skill, they would smash the
engine to pieces again and wander off till they found
another problem in re-conditioning worthy of their
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